
Pericles Pr met of Tyre. 

Cer. What ere it be,tis wondrous heauy ; 

Wrench it open ftraight : 

If the fea* ftomacke be ore-charg’d with gold, 

Tis a good conftraint of Fortune it belches vpon vs. 

Cent. Tisftf,tny Lord. 

Cer. How dote cis eaulktand bottomd.did the fea caft itvp? 
Ser. I neuer faw fo huge s billow fir.as toft it vpon fliore. 
Cer. Wrench it open • it fuels nioft fwcetcly in my fence, 
a. Gent. A delicate Odour. 

Cer. As euer hit nay Boftrill : fe, vp with it. 

Oh you moft potent Gods ! whats heere, a Coaifc ? 
a. ftrange. 

far. Shrowded in doth or ftate,balmd and ewreafured 
With full bags of Ipices,a Pafportto ylpotlo, 

Perfetl me in the Charatfters. 

Heere Igiua to vnderftand, 

Jfere this Coffin dritte 4 lend, 

/ Ktng Ter teles hath lo¥t 

This Qmtne, reerth aH cur mnndm coft; 

Who findes ber,gitte her burying. 

She was the daughter of 4 King, 

St fide s this treasure for 4 fee. 

The Gods requite his charity. 

If thou liaeft Tericles, thou haft a heart 
That euen crackes for w oe this chanc’d to night. 

feffSay ^rtainely 7 o night, for Iooke bowftefhlh* looks, 
They were too rough,that, threw her in the fea. 

Make a fire within, fetch hether all my boxes in my U»l«, 
Death may vfurpe on nature many howres. 

And yet the fire of life kindle againe the ore-preft fpirits, 

I heard of an Egyptian that had nine hour*; bene dead, 

Who was by good appliance recouercd , 

Enter one with Napkins and Fit (• 

Well faid,well laid, the flee and doathes, ^ 


* Pericles Prim oj Tyre. 

The rough and wofull muficke that we haue, 

Caufc it to found I beteech you. - 

The Viall once more ; how tftou fttfreft thou blockc i 

The muficke there : I pray yon giue her ayre ; 

Gentlemen,, this Qjitcne willliue, 

Nature awakes awarme breath out of her j 
She hath not bene entranc'd aboue hue houres. 

See how Ihe gins to blow into lifes flower againe. 

!.(»#» .The heaueos through you, encrcfeour wonder. 

And fees vp your fame for euer. 

Or.Sbe is aliue, behold her eyelid*. 

Cafes to thoic heauenly iewels which Pericles hath loll, 

Begin to part their fringes of bright gold, 

The Diamonds of a moft praifed water doth appeare. 

To make the world twice rich, liue,and makers weepe, 
Tahearcyour fate,faite creature, tare as you feetuetobe . 
Shemeues. 

Thai.O dears Diana, where am I ? where’s my Lorap 
What world \s this ? 
i. Gent. Is not th,s ftrange ? 

, Moft rare. .... , , 

Crt’.Hulh(my gentle nfcighbour)lend me your hands. 

To the next chamder beare her, get linnen ; 

Now this matter muft be lookt too,for the iclaple 
Is mortall : come, come, apd Efeulaftus guide ys. 

They Carrie her atvay Exeunt omnes. 

Enter Pericles at Tharfnsyritb C lean Diontz.ia. 
?*r.Mofthonoud Cleon, I nauft needs be gone. 

My twelue months are expirde, andT/re ftamis 
In a peace : you and your Lady take from my heart 
All thankfulneCfc,The Gods make vp the reft vpon you 
C/«».Your shakes of fortune, though they haunt you. 

Youhad brought her hither to hauebleft mineeies wnb her. 

Ftr . Wc conoot but obey the powers aboue vs ? Could 









